



Adventure19 Chester’s Sad Discovery 


The floor of Deep Green Wood was cov- 
ered with a carpet of red, yellow and green 
leaves. Overhead the sunshine filtered 
through a rainbow of autumn colors cre- 
ated by leaves that had not yet fallen. 

Lying on the bank of Clear Creek, 
Ranger Rick lazily dipped an ear of com 
into the water before eating it. Indian 
summer had come to Deep Green Wood 
and all the animals were enjoying them- 
selves before settling down for the long 
winter they knew was close at hand. 

Most of the younger animals scampered 
through the leaves playing tag and hide- 
and-seek around the trees and bushes. 
Over near Shady Pond many leaves had 
been gathered into a big pile. 

Cubby Bear lumbered up the trail, stop- 
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ping now and then to nibble on a few ber- 
ries that still clung to the bushes. 

“Hi, Rick!” he called as he caught sight 
of his good friend. 

“Hello, Cubby,” Rick replied. “It sure 
is great weather, isn't it?” 

“Tt certainly is,” said Cubby. “It makes 
me feel like flying with the birds.” 

“Ha,” came a mocking voice from above. 
“What a great bird you’d make!” This was 
Frances Flicker, who had perched on a 
tree branch above their heads. “You're 
so fat they couldn’t make wings strong 
enough to get you off the ground.” 

“Ts that so?” growled the young bear. 
“TIl show you how high I can get off the 
ground. Just watch me jump up into that 
pile of leaves.” 

With that he galloped as fast as he could 
toward the soft inviting leaves. At the 
last minute he leaped high into the air and 
landed right in the middle of the pile. 
Leaves flew in all directions. There was a 
loud scream, then suddenly Cubby was 
leaping again—straight up, and higher 
than he’d ever gone before. Please turn the page 
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“My goodness, he is flying!” gasped a 
startled Frances Flicker. 

“He sure is!” agreed Ranger Rick in 
amazement. 

“Help!” screamed an unhappy bear as 
he dashed back down the trail toward 
Rick. “I’ve been stabbed!” 

As he came closer, Rick and Frances saw 
what his problem was. Porcupine quills 
were sticking out all over his back. 

“Well,” giggled Frances, “he’s even 
sprouted tail feathers just like a bird’s.” 

“It’s not funny,” snarled Cubby. “It 
hurts.” 

“Tf it hurts you, how about me?” came 
another pained voice from down the trail. 
Porky Porcupine had just crawled out 
from under the leaves. “I was having a 
peaceful nap and you landed right on my 
back. You nearly squashed me to death. 






I still can’t breathe. Next time, look be- 
fore you jump. You never can tell what’s 
in a pile of leaves like that.” 

“You’re half right,” agreed Rick. “But 
you'd better be careful too, Porky. When 
you hide in leaves almost anything might 
happen. So both of you were wrong.” 

“While you're standing there talking, 
these quills keep on hurting,” complained 
Cubby. “Please pull them out, then 
scold us.” 

Slowly and carefully Rick and Frances 
pulled the quills out of Cubby's back. 
When the last one was out, Frances 
couldn't resist a little more teasing. 


“What bird were you trying to be?” she 
asked. “A pintail duck or a sharp-tailed 
grouse?” 

Cubby’s only answer was a swing of his 
paw that just missed Frances as she flut- 
tered out of reach. 

“O.K., that’s enough. You've all learned 
your lessons,” said Rick sternly. “Let's go 
see what's happening along the highway 
where Davey Deer and Chester Chipmunk 
are on fire patrol.” 

Across the creek and through the woods 
Davey and Chester were keeping watch. 
Davey peered up and down the road while 
Chester jumped from tree to tree alert for 
approaching danger. 

“Here comes a car,” called Davey, spot- 
ting a low sleek convertible. 

“Swoosh!” . . . it raced by—and out flew 
a lighted cigarette. It landed in the dry 
leaves just below Chester. Down he 
jumped and kicked the smoldering butt 
onto the road. 

“T can’t imagine why people are so care- 
less,” he said to Davey. “If it hadn’t been 
for us there might have been a big fire. 
I wonder why people smoke those silly 
things.” A funny look came over his face. 
He picked up the still-burning cigarette 
and sniffed it carefully. 

“Better put it down,” warned Davey, 
“and let me stamp on it.” 

“Aw, shucks,” said Chester, “I’m going 
to try a puff or two. It can’t hurt me if 
it doesn’t hurt them.” 

With that he took a couple of tiny puffs 
and sniffed some more. Then, imitating 
the people he had seen, he stuck the cig- 
arette in his mouth, puffed out his chest 
and strutted up and down the roadside, 
smoking like a junior-sized executive. 

Slowly his steps began to falter. His 
head was spinning like a top and his face 


began turning green. A very unhappy chip- 
munk sank moaning beside the road. 

“Ooohh, I don’t feel so good,” he wailed 
to Davey. “I think I’m going to be sick.” 

“Of course you are,” came the cross 
voice of Ranger Rick, who had walked up 
unnoticed. “It serves you right too. Young 
folks just can’t smoke those things with- 
out getting sick. You should be ashamed 
for acting like that while on patrol.” 

“Maybe he’s practicing camouflage,” 
chuckled Frances Flicker from a tree 
branch overhead. “His green face sure 
blends in with the grass.” 

“Come on, Chester,” said Rick. “Well 
have to take you back to Nurse Zelda Pos- 
sum. In the meantime we'll get Sammy 
Squirrel to take your place. This is a very 
important patrol. 

“Our Rangers and Rangerettes can help 
us a lot. They can get smokers who ride in 
cars to use their ashtrays and not throw 
lighted cigarettes—or anything else—out 
of their car windows.” The End 
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